LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

I believe that, being always busy and in your
company, and not having the time either to go
into society or to read romances, I should envy
and regret nothing, and that my life might be very
sweet, Hope would supply what was lacking in
reality. I should flatter myself with the belief of
becoming one day sufficiently rich to buy a house
surrounded with a meadow, an orchard, and a
garden somewhere between Lausanne and Rolle,
or perhaps between Vevey and Villeneuve, and of
passing the rest of my life with you there."

" That would be all very well," I correded, " if
we had chanced to be twin sisters; but I thank
you, Cecilia, for your project pleases and touches
me. If it were more rational it would perhaps
touch me less."

" People die at all ages," she said, " and perhaps
you will have the tedium of surviving me."

" Yes," I replied, " but there # an age when one
cannot live any longer and that age will come for
me nineteen years sooner than for you.,. ."

Our words ceased then, but not our reflections.
Six o'clock had struck and we went out, for
we do not now pass our evenings at home unless
we really have company here, that is to say, women
as well as men. I have never gone out so little as
during last month and never so much as during
this one. Solitude is a matter of chance and taste:
dissipation is a painful task. If I were not during
half the time very uneasy in society, I should be
fatigued to death. Every respite from anxiety is

149